ACROSS   THE   MOUNTAINS

fixed, finally. The whole body is locked in one know-
ledge, beautiful, complete. It is one with the nails. Not
that it is languishing or dead. It is stubborn, knowing its
own undeniable being, sure of the absolute reality of the
sensuous experience. Though he is nailed down upon an
irrevocable fate, yet, within that fate he has the power and
the delight of all sensuous experience* So he accepts the
fate and the mystic delight of the senses with one will, he is
complete and final. His sensuous experience is supreme,
a consummation of life and death at once.

It is the same at all times, whether it is the mowing with
the scythe on the hill-slopes, or hewing the timber, or
steering the raft down the river which is all effervescent
with ice; whether it is drinking in the Gasthaus, or making
love, or playing some mummer's part, or hating steadily
and cruelly, or whether it is kneeling in spellbound sub-
jection in the'incense-filled church, or walking in the
strange, dark, subject-procession to bless the fields, or
cutting the young birch-trees for the feast of Frohenleich-
nam, it is always the same, the dark, powerful mystic, sen-
suous experience is the whole of him, he is mindless and
bound within the absoluteness of the issue, the unchange-
ability of the great icy not-being which holds good for ever,
and is supreme.

Passing farther away, towards Austria, travelling up the
Isar, till the stream becomes smaller and whiter and the
air is colder, the full glamour of the northern hills, which
are so marvellously luminous and gleaming with flowers,
wanes and gives way to a darkness, a sense of ominous-